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Syno|»*i« of Preceding ( linpter*.
William, sixth Earl of Douglas, the most

powerful man in all Scotland, fall* in love
with the Lady SybiUa, the niece of the
French ambassador. Marshal de Retz, who
chances to l>e crossing the Dniglas estates.
On the day following their meeting and
sudden separation by the Douglas frlenls.
who f"ar the lady as a witch, oceurs the
great revijw of 1<>,OMO retainers and hun¬
dreds of knlifhrs and squires. Sholto Mae-
Kim. son of th* Douglas armorer, distin¬
guishes himself in archery and Is made
captain of the castle guard. He lalls in
love with Maude Lindesay. maid of honor
to the earl's sister.
On the third day of th? tournament the

three D<uglis cousins enter the lists, as

also the Fr- n.' h ambassador, who foully
casts his sp'-.ir at Karl \\ illiain and wounds
him. In the combat Sholto shows such
bravery that he is knighted. Lady Sybilla
wins a promise from the young Douglas
to go to Edinburgh, where is his enemies'
stronghold.
.lam ^ Earl of Avondale: Sir Alexander

I.iv:::. >n. guardian of the king's person;
Sir V.. »n Crichton. cl ancellor of the
realm. Marshal de Retz begin to plot
a<_- ? I" rl of Douglas; Lady SyMIla
i _. , to b« kbm th tool and to lure Will-
lam in* th- ir po»v.-r. Ir. sp-o of warnings,
Sari D iglas. with a small following in-
n id'ng th.' faithful Sholto. visits Castle
Crichtoi where his i ml< s ntertain him
n>y..liy T! young <arl falls deeper into
1 re n th S3 ilia, and she. in turn, over¬
come by h s sincerity and complete confl-
d nee in hei confesses her love for him
and fh i i.r«.-s him to return home with
a -P' I. Marshal th* Retz tak Sybilla
to i; gh and William accepts the Jn-
v.'.ti >11 the yi»uiig King of Scotland to
visit th? c .rt in the hope of meeting h:s
lady love. The king and the two Douglas
brothers become great friends, but even
t he king «. in not w.ird oft the calamity
about to f 11 »n the Dou- At a ban¬
quet a i; i^'e boar's head is brought ir;. a

of treaeherv. and. in spite of the bravs
a'. *» nii¦ts «.f Sii »lto to protect his master,
the i: ] Is brother, chargi l with trea¬
son. r» arrested and imprisoned.
Sh- :a- »uap;-nit s his master. That

i. ^ht thi Pouglas archers shoot an arrow
attached to a cord into the window and
i .»- pris< ners draw np a stout rope; Will¬
iam h' t:.«. the Lady Sybilla crying in the
castle and refuses to . scap- David, a true
I'.uglas. refuses to :. ave his brother, but
the tw.. persuade Sholto i«» go and seek
1 Early the next morning the Doug-1:« <es e br ght be f'»r. the king's court,
taarged wi.h high treason and sent need
to be executed at once.
SybiRa d« ires her 1 nrc fore ;lie court

iw: i ih»* -,w-o brothers go forth to their
cl- a:.- i: ;tth «»i a faithful brother and
of th- .-r i >v r in whom God ever puth> .ir: ,ru':e lo live courteously and die
greatly.'

CHAPTER WW I.
Tlie Ki*iiiK of the DoDKlHstcs.

It .s upon the earl's own charger,
Darnav.y, that Sholto r-.de southward to
r<;:-~ their --biers assistance the greatest
arid compactcst clan that ?v r. even in
Scotland, had done the bidding of one man.
The young man's heart w.*s high and

i [¦¦ fa I within him. The king's guardians
dare l not, so he tol l himself, let aught be-
fa the puissant Douglases In their Castle

Edinburgh without trial and under
cov.-r >f the most courteous hospitality.
"Try the Karl of Douglas," so Sholto

thought within him. He laughed at the no¬
tion. "Wby, Lari William could, by a
word, bring a hundred thousand men of
the Ga:: way and the Marches to make a
fitting jui >
So he meditated, his thoughts running

last and fiery to the beating of Black
Darnaway's feet as h? climbed the heath¬
ery s which lead to the Castle ot
Doug!a-=. Day was breaking as he rode
I. st the town of Lanark, yet asleep and

k*iess in the caller airs of morn. At
t gates or this frontir town he delivered
h.s i.rst su:i>rn.TiS, for the burghers of La¬
nark v. .. iieg men of the Douglases of
1 -:s tab, an 1 were (though not with
mii- h g«« "lwill> bound to furnish service at
call.
Sholto bad some difficulty in making him-

s-.? h< ar i athwart the ponderous wooden
i~- ;.<>ssi with l^ath'T ani studded
i Itl ii in At Oral he shouted to the si¬
lt out presently nearer and near?r caine
i. .. - a ts of a brazen bull, thunderous
and echo. y.
"Fowt-r o the clock and a braw, bravv

morning!"
It was Grive Klshion-r. watchman of the

tow a Lanark, evidencing to the magis¬trates and IK-^es that he was earning his
th » e > iliii.t. in a week a handsome wagjIn tho>. hard times, and one well able to

l»ei;y-tinib-r for himself and also
for th- wife and weans w ho, dwelling in a
t off i ,'ie high sir et. were called bv his
nam*-

Sw.- :o thundered again upon the portal.
-per!, there! Open. I say, in the name

t»f he Hnr\ of Douglas!'*
K .w. r c»" the morning! Lord, what's o*th" sr'-.-r? In the name o* th^ Yearl o'

l>oiig as! Hut wha k- ns that it is na theEnglish? Na, r.a. Uric- Elshioner opens not
to very ni^ht-raking i«^»n that likes to crythe nam- o* the Yearl o' Douglas over oor
toon wa !"
And «;.! the valorous would hav? takenhim ..ff with a fresh sle. p-disp»diing bel¬low. had i: ;; >t In-.-n that he heard himselfs'.:mmo::ed in a voice that brooked no de¬lay.
"Open varlet «»f a watchman, or by St.!:.. .. 1 will have you swinging in half anh< ir from th* bars of your own portcul-1:-' 1 who speak am Sholto MncKim, cap¬tain of the earl's guard! Every Uegvman in

the t »wn must arm. mount and ride thisinstant to Edinburgh. 1 give you fair
»arn:ng. You hear my words. I will not
enu r your rascal town. But if so much as
oti^ ! e wanting at the muster, 1 swear inthe >'.am; <«f my master that his househhall be burned with fire and razed to theground, that hi^ wife shall be a widow e'er
ever ine cock craw on another Sabbathmorn!"

Aral without waiting for a reply. Sholtolaid the r- ins upon the neck of BlackDarnaway and rode on southward up Dou-
g!..s water to Ihe home nest of his greathouse.
And behind him. with a wall in it, blared

through th- narrow streets the stormyv e .f ilriii Elshioner. watchman ofl.t-ark; "Wauken ye, wauken ye. bur-
v s a" The Do«iglas hath sent to bide
ye mo .nt an' ride!"
Th« irr of the town drum saluted Shol-

t«-< ears ere he had turned the cornerThen i.me the answering shouts of the1'UtkI rs who thrust inquiring and indig-t h- uis »ut of the gable windows andturret sp erlng holes.
"Bin! ntinued the undaunted and in¬sist. it town drum.
"Harness y ur backs. Fill your bellies.

to \ stand ready! The Douglas has need§> ye lieges a !" cri> d the sonorous voice ofthe watch. Sholto smiled as he listened."I ha v. at bast set them on the alert.They will join the Douglasdale men as theypass by, or we will know the reason why.Hut they of Lanark are Ill-set townward
men. ar;d of r.o true leal heart, save an' itbe to their own coflers. Yet they will
march with us for fear of the harryinghand and the burning roof-tree."
The sun shone fair on the battlements ofDouglas castle as Sholto r.nle up to thelevel mead, wheron a little romuany of

men was exercising. He could hear the
w »rds of command cried gruffly in the broad
Gal loway rpeech. Landless Jock was drill¬
ing his spearmert, and as the shining tripleline of points dropped to the "ready to re¬
ceive" the old knight and former captainof the earl's guard <*ame forward a little
may to welcome his successor with whatlittle grace was at his command.
"Eh. sirce. and what has brocht sic abraw young knight and grand frequenter o'

courts sae far a? Douglas castle"» Could no
.ven let puir auid Landless Jock hae the
tilt yaird hare te exercise his handfu' in.

and keep his an'd banes a woe while frae
the rust and the green mowid?"
But even as the crusty old soldier spokethese words, the white anxiety In Sholto's

free struck through His half-humorous com¬
plaint. and the words died on his Hps in a
perturbed "What is 't.what Is 't ava', lad¬
die?"
Sholto told him in the fewest words.
"The yerl and Davvld In the power o'

their hoose's enemies! Blessed St. Anthony,
anil here was 1 rtlghterin' and ragin' aboot
my naethings! Here, lads, blaw the horn
and cry the slogan! Fetch the horse frae
the staJl and stand ready in your war gear
within ten minutes by the knock. Aye.
faith, will we raise Douglasdale! Gang your
ways to Gallowa'.there shall not a man
bide at home this day. Certes.we wull
that. Ca' in the by-gaun at Lanark.aye.
hul. and gin the rascals are no willing or
no ready, we will hang the provost find
magistrates at tbeir aln dooroheeks to
i. urn them to bide frae the cried assembly
o' their liege lorti!" .

Sholto had done enough in Douglasdale.
lie turned north asain on a yet more Im¬
portant errand. It was forenoon, full and
broad when he halted before the little town
of Strathaven. upon which the castle of
Avondale looks down. It seemed of the

.»

"WHY. TIIEX. SIIOI l.D I NOT KILL YOU?"

greatest moment that the Avondale Doug¬
lases should know that which had befallen
their cousin, i- or no suspicion of treach¬
ery within the house and name of Doug¬
las touched with a shade of shadow the
mind of Sholto Mai-Kim.
He thundered at the townward port of the

castle to whlch.a steep ascent led up, where
presently the "outer guard soon crowded
about him. list.-nine to his story and al¬
ready fingering bowstring and examining
rope-matches, preparatory to the expected
march upon Edinburgh.

"1 have not time to waste, comrades, I
must see my lords," said Sholto. "I must
see them instantly."
And even as lie spoke there on the steps

appeared the dark handsome face and tall
but slightly stooping figure of William
Douglas of Avondale. He stood with his
hands clasped behind his back, and his
serious thought-weighted face bent upon
the concourse about Sholto.
With a push of his elbows this way and

that, the young captain of the earl s guard
opened a way through the press.
In short, emphatic sentences he told his

tale, and at the name of prisonment and
treachery the countenance of William
Douglas grew stern and hard. His face
twitched as If the news came very near to

him. He did not answer for a moment, but
stood biting his lips and glooming upon
Sholto, as though the young man had been
a, prisoner waiting sentence of pit or gal¬
lows for evil doing.

"1 must see James concerning this ill
news," he said, when Sholto finished telling
bim of the black bull's head on the chan¬
cellor's banquet table.
He turned to go within.
"My lord," said Sholto, "will you give me

another horse, and let Daraaway rest in

your stables'.' I must ride south again to
raise Galloway!"
"Order out all the horses which are ready

T*-ltMHinit." commanded William of Avon-
dale, "and do you. Captain Sholto, take
your choice of them.
He went within forthwith, and there en¬

sued a pause . ed with tne snorting and
prancing of steeds, as, tilled with oats and
hay, they issued from their stalls, or, with
the grass yet dewy about their noses they
were led in from the field. Darnaway took
his leave of Sholto with a backward neigh
of regret, as If to say that he was not yet
tired of riding on his master's service.
Then presently on the terrace above ap¬

peared laxy I.ord James, busily buckling
'.he straps of his body armor and talking
hotly the while with William.
"I care not whether our father." he

cried aloud, ere. with a restraining hand
upon his wrist, his elder brother could suc¬
ceed in stopping him.
"Hush, James," he said, "at least he

mindful of those that stand around."
"I care not. I tell you, William," cried the

headstrong youth, squaring his shoulders
as he was wont to do before a tight; "I tell
you that you and I are no traitors to our
name, and whoso meddles with our coz
SVill of ThrH ve hath us to reckon with."
William of Avondale said nothing, but

held out his hand with a slow determinate
gesture. Said he: "An* it were the father
shut begat us!" Whereat, with all the lm-
petuousness of his race and nature, James
dashed his palm into that of his brother.
"Whiles, William," he cried, "ye appear

clerkish and overcautious, and I break out
and miscall ye for no Douglas, when ye will
not spend your silver like a man and are
afraid of the honest pint stoup. But at the
heart's heart ye are aye a Douglas.and,
though the silly gaping commons like ye
not so well as they like me, you are the
best o' us a', for all that!"
So it came to pass that within the space

of half an hour the young Avondale Doug-
lasesxhad sent men to the four airts, young
Hugh Douglas himself riding west, "while
James stirred the folk of Avondale and
Strathaven. and in all the courtyards and
streets of the little feudal town there be¬
gan the hum and buzz of war assembly.
Lord William went with Sholto to see

Staunch Daraaway duly stabled, and to ap¬
prove the horse which was to bear the mes¬
senger to the south without halt, now that
his mission was accomplished in the west
When they came out Sholto's riding har¬
ness had been transferred to a noble gray
steed large enough to carry the burlv
James, let alone the slim captain of the
guard of Thrieve.
In the court, ranked and ready, bridle to

bridle, were ranged the knights and squires
in waiting about the castle of Avondale.
w-hile out on a level green spot on the edgeof the moor gathered the denser array of
1 S£.townsfolk with spears and partlzans.
The Avondale Douglases were ready

enough to ride to the assistance of their
cousins. Alas, that Earl William wouldtake no advice, for had these and others
gone in with him to Lh« fatal town there

would have been no black bull's head on
the chancellor's dinner table in the ban¬
queting hall of Edinburgh castle.

CHAPTER XXXVII.
A Strange Meeting.

It was approaching the evening of tho
third day after riding forth upon his mis¬
sion when Sholto, sleepless, yet quite un¬

conscious of weariness, approached the
lech of Carlinwark and the cottage of
Brawny Kim. West and south he had rais¬
ed the Douglas country as it had never
been raised before. And now behind him
every armiger and squire, every spearman
and lightfoot archer was hastening Edin-
burghward, eager to be first to succor the
young and headstrong chief of this great
house.
Sholto had ridden and cried the slogan as

was his duty, without allowing his mind to
dwell too much" upon whether all might not
come too late. And ever as he rode out of
village or across the desolate moors from
castle or fortified farm house, it seemed
th*t not he but some other was upon this
quest.
something sterner and harder stirred in

his breast. Light-heart Sholto MaeKim,
the careless lad of the jousting day, the
proud young captain of the earl's guard,
was dead with all his vanity, and in his
place a man rode southward grim and de¬
termined, with vengeful angers a-smoulder
in his bosom.hunger, thirst, love, the joy
of living and the fear of death all being
swallowed up by deadly hatred of those
who had betrayed his master.
Maud Llndesay was doubtless within a few

miles of Sholto, yet he scarcely gave even
his sweetheart a thought as he urged his
weary gray over the purple Parton moors
tcward the loch of Carlinwark, and the lit¬
tle hamlet nestling along its western side
under the great ancient thorn trees of the
Carlin's hill.
He rode down over the green Crossmt-

chael braes, on which the broom pods were
crackling in the afternoon sunshine,
through hollows where the corn lingered as
though unwilling to have done with such a
scene of beauty and find itself mewed in

morning sun ere it fell to rise nt'ain dim¬
med and red. Therefore she checked not
her -.teed, nor tturned aside, till Sholto laid
his hand upon her bridle rein and leaped
quijkly to the ground, with his fword in
his hand, leaving his own beast to wander
where It would.
"What do you here?" he cried. "Where

is my master? What have they done to
him? I bid you tell me on your life."
Sliolto's voice had no chivalrous courtesy

in it now. The time for that had gone by.
He lowered his sword point, and there was
Iron in the muscles of his .irm. He was
ready to kill the temptress as ho would a
beautiful viper. <1
The Lady S.vbilla looked upon him and

In a dazed fashion, like one who rests be¬
tween the turns of the rack. In a little
while she appeared to recognize him. She
noted the sword in his hand, the death in
his eye.and for the Jlrst time since the
scene in the courtyard of Edinburgh Castle
she smiled.
Then the fury in Sholto's heart broke

suddenly forth.
"Woman," he cried, "show me cause why

I should not slay you. For. by God, I will,
if aught of harm hath overtaken my mas¬
ter. Speak. I bid you, if you have any
wish to live!'
But the Lady Sybllla continued to smile

.the same dreadful, mocking smile, rnd
somehow Sholto, with Ills weapon bare and
his arm nerved to the thrust, felt himself
grow weak and helpless under the stillness
and utter pitifulness of her look.
"You would kill me.kill me, you sny".

the words came low and thrilling forth
from lips which were as those of the dead
whose chin has not yet been bound about
with a napkin."ah, would that you could.
But you cannot. Steel will not slay, poi¬
son will not destroy, nor water drown Sy¬
bil a de Thouars till her work be done!"
Sholto escaped from the power of her

eye.
"My master " he gasped, "my master,

is he well? I pray you. tell me?"
Was it a laugh that he heard in answer?

Rather a sound not of human mirth, but
of a condemned spirit, laughing under¬
ground. Then again the low. even voice
replied out of the expressionless face:
"Aye, your master is well!"

dusty barns, ground in mills, or close-
pressed in thatched rirk. He breasted the
long smooth rise and entered the woods
which encircled the bright lake of Carlin-
wark, the pearl of all the southland Scot¬
tish lochs.
With a strange sense of detachment he

looked down upon tiie greensward between
him and his mother's gable end, upon
which as a child he had wandered. Then it
was nearjy as large as the world, and the
grass was most comfortable to small bare
feet. There were children playing upon it
now, even as there had been of old.among
them his own little sister Magdalen, whose
hair was spun gold, and whose eyes blue as
the forget-me-not in the marshes of the
Isle Wood. The children were dressed in
white, five little girls in all, as for a festal
day, and their voices came upward to
Sholto's ear through the arches of the greatbeeches which Htudded the turf, even as
they had done to that of William Douglasin the springtime of tho year.
The minor note, the dying fall of the In¬

nocent voices tugged at his heart strings.He could hear little Magdalen leading thechorus:
Margaret Douglas, fresh and fair,A bunch of rosea she shall wear;Gold and silver by her side,I know who's her bride.

It was at "Fair Maid" they were playing,the mystic dance of southland maidenhood,at whose vestal rites no male of any age
was ever permitted to be present. Thewords broke in upon the gloom which op¬pressed Sholto's heart. Momentarily heforgot his master, and saw Maud Lindesaywith the little Margaret Douglas, of whomthe children sang, again gathering the gow-ans on the braesides of Thrieve, or perilous¬ly reaching for the purplo irises athwarttho ditches of the isle.

Take bor by th» lilj-white hand,Load ber o'er tbe water.
Give her kisses, one, two, three,For she's a lady's daughter.

As Sholto MacKim listened to the quaintand moving lullaby, suddenly there cameinto the field of his vision that which stif¬fened him into a statue of breathingmarble.
For without clatter or accouterment or

tramp of hoof, without companion or at¬
tendant, a white palfrey had appearedthrough the green arches of the woodlands.
A girl was seated upon the saddle, swayingwith gentle movement to the motion of hersteed. At the sight of her face as she came
nearer, a low cry of horror and amazementbroke from Sholto's lips.

It was the Lady Sybilla.
Yet he knew that he had left her behindhim in Edinburgh, the siren temptress ofEarl Douglas, she who had led his masterinto the powet of the enemy, she for whose

:ake he had refused the certainty of free¬
dom and life. Anger against this smilingenchantress suddenly surged up in Sholto'sheart.
"Halt there.on your life!" he cried, and

urged his wearied steed forward. Like a
winter wind among dried leaves the chil¬dren were dispersed every way by the gustof his angry shout. But the maiden on the
palfry either heeded not or did not hear.
Whereupon Sholto rode furiously to in¬

tercept her. He would learn what had be¬fallen his master. At least he would avengehtm upon one.the chiefest and subtlest ofhis enemies. But not till he had come
within ten paces did the Lady Sybilla turn
upon him her regard. Then he saw herface. It broke upon him sudden as theimminent sight of hell to one sure of sal¬
vation. He had expected to find there
gratified ambition, sated lust, exultant
pride, cruel vengeance. He saw instead as
it had been the face of an angel cast out ofheaven, of a martyr who had passedthrough the torture chamber on her way to
the place of burning.
The sight stopped Sholto, strieken andwavering. His anger fell from him like a

garment.
The Lady Sybilla's face showed of no

earthly paleness. Marble white it was, the
eyes heavy with weeping, purple tings be¬neath accentuating the horror that dweltin them. The lips that had been as thebow of Apollo were parted as though theyhad been singing the dirge of one beloved,and ever as she rode the tears ran downher cheeks and fell on her white robe, and
upon her palfrey's mane.
She looked at Sholto when he came near,but not as one who sees or recognizes.Rather as If dumb, drunken, besotted withgrief looked forth the soul of the LadySybilla upon the captain of the DouglasGuard. She heeded not his angry shout,for another voice rang ever in her ears,speaking the knlghtliest words ever utteredby a man about to die. Sholto's sword wasthreateningly In his hand, but Sybilla sawonly another sword gleam bright In the

"Ah, thank God!" burst forth Sholto, "heis alive!"
The Lady Sybilla moved her hand thisway and that, with the gesture of a blindman groping.
"Hush," she said. "I only said that hewas well. And he is well. As I am alreadyin the place of torment. I know that thereIs a heaven for those who die as WilliamDouglas died!"
Sholto's cry rang: sudden, loud, despair¬ing;
Dead dead.Earl William dead.mymaster dead!" 'He dropped the palfrey's rein, which tillnow he had held. His sword fell unheededon the turf, and he flung himself down inan agony of boyish grief. But from herwhite palfrey, sitting still where she was,the maiden watched the paroxysms of hissorrow. She was dry-eyed now, and herface was like a mask cut in snow.Then as suddenly recalling himself, Shol¬to leaped from the ground, snatched up hissword and again passionately advancedupon the Lady Sybilla."You it was who betrayed him," he cried,pointing the blade at her breast; "answerif it was not?"

"ft is true. I betrayed him!" she an¬swered calmly.
"You whom he loved.God knows how un¬worthily "

"God knows," she said, simply andcalmly.
"You betrayed him to his death. Why,then, should not 1 kill you?"Again she smiled upon him that disarm¬ing, hopeless, dreadful smile."Because you cannot kill me. Because itwere too crowning a mercy to kill me. Be¬cause for three inches of that blade in myheart 1 would bless you through the eterni¬ties. Because I must do the work that re¬mains "

"And that work is ?"
"VENGEANCE!"Sholto was silent, trying to think. Hefound it hard to think. He was but a boy.and experience so strange as that of tlieLady Sybilla was outside him. Tet vaguelyhe felt that her emotion was real.morereal, perhaps, than his own instinct ofcrude slaying.the instinct of the wasp,whose nest has been harried to sting thefirst comer. This woman's hatred wassomething deadlier, surer, more persistent."Vengeance," he said at last, scarceknowing what he said; "why should youwho betrayed him speak of avenging him?""Because," said the Lady Sybilla, "Iloved him as 1 never thought to love manborn of woman. Because when the fiend?of the pit tie me limb to limb, lip to lipwith Judas, who sold his master with akiss.when they burn me in the seventhhell, I shall remember and rejoice becauseto the last he loved me, believed in me,gloried in his love for me. And God, whohas been cruel to me In all else, will yet dothis thing for ire. He will not let WilliamDouglas know that I deceived him or thathe trusted me in vain."

"But the vengeance that you spoke of.what of that?" said Sholto. dwelling upon,that which was uppermost in his ownthought.
"Aye," said the Lady Sybilla, "that alonecan be compassed by me. For I am boundby a chain, the snapping of which is mydeath. To him who in a far land devisedall these things, to the man who plotted thefall of the Douglas house, to Gilles de Retz,marshal of France, I am bound. But.Ishall not die.even you cannot kill me, tillI have brought that head that is so high tothe hempen cord and delivered the foulfiend's body to the fires of earth and hell.""And the Chancellor Crichton.and thetutor Livingstone, what of them?" urgedSholto, thinking like a Scot of his nativetraitors.
The Lady Sybilla waved a contemptuoushand. '!
"These are but lesser rascals.they hadbeen nothing without him. You of theDouglas house must settle with them.""And why have you returned to this coun¬try of Galloway?" said Sholto. "And whyare you thus alone?"
"I am alone," said the Lady Sybilla, "be¬cause none can harm me with my work un¬done. I travel alone because it suits mymood to be alone; because my master bademe join him at your town of Kirkcudbright,whence he takes ship for his own countryof Brittany."
"And why do you, if. as you say, youhate him so, continue, to follow him?""Ah, you are simple." she said. "I fol¬low him because It is my fate, and who

can escape his doom? Also because, as Ihave said, my work Is not yet done."
She relapsed Into her former listless,forthlooking, unconscious regard.lookingthrough him as if the young man had noexistence. He dropped the rein and the

point of his sword with one movement. The
white palfrey started torward with the
reins loose on his neck. And as she went
the eyes of the Lady Sybilla were fixed on
the low hills which hid the sea.
So, leaving Sholto standing by the lake¬

side with bowed head and abased sword, the
strange woman went her way to work out
her appointed work.
But ere the Lady Sybilla disappeared

anions: the trees she turned and spoke."I have but one counsel, sir knight. Think
no more of your master. Let the dead burytheir dead. Ride to Thrieve and lose no
sight of her whom you call your sweetheart,
nor yet of her charge, Margaret Douglas,the maid of Galloway, till the snows fall
and winter comes upon the land."

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
Tlie MaeKimn Come to Thrieve.

Sholto MacKim stood watching a while
as the white palfrey disappeared with
its rider into the purple twilight of
the woods which barred the way to
the sea. Then, with a violent effort of will,
he recalled himself and looked about for
his horse. The tired animal was gently
cropping the lush dewy herbage on the
green slope which led downward to his na¬
tive cottage. Sholto took the gray by the
bridle and walked toward his mother's door,
pondering on the last words of the LadySybilla. A voice at once strenuous and fa¬
miliar broke upon his tar.
"Shoo wi' you, impident randies that ye

are, shoo! Saw I ever the like aboot onydecent hoose? Thae hens will drive me 001
o my mind'. Sholto, lad, what's wrang?Is t your falther? Dinna tell me it's yourfaither."

"It's worse than that, mlther mine.""No the earl.surely no the earl himsel'.the laddie that 1 hae nursed, the laddie that
was to Barbara Halliburton as her ainson!"
'"Mother, it's the earl and David, too.They are dead, betrayed into the hands oftheir enemies; cruelly and treacherous:vslain! *

Then the keening cry smote the air asBarbara MacKim sank on her knees andlifted up her hands £o heaven."Oh. the bonny laddies.the two bonny,bonny laddies! Mair than my ain bairns 1loved them When their ain mother wasnaable for mortal weakness to rear them.William Douglas drew his life frae me.W hat for, Sholto. are ye standin* there totell tli tale? \\ hat for couldna. ye h iedied wi' him? Ao mither's milk slockeni<1ye baith. The same arms cradled ve. Ji-ade v.- k'-ep your lord safe wi' your bodv
.v'u 1 .'"ul. And there ye daur to standskiu-ha!i' and bane unbroken before yourmither. Get hence.ye are nae son o' Bar¬bara MacKim. Let mo never look on vourrace again, gin ye bringna back the pride0 the warld,. the gladness o' the auld with¬ered heart o' her ye ca' your mither!''Mother," saiu Sholto, "my lord was notd<ad when I left him.he sent me to raisethe country to his rescue."

"And what for are ye standin' ih<-e cl»v-
ei ing. and your lord in danger among hisfoj-s?" cried his mother angrily.Dear mother, I have something more
to tell ye."
"A>'e. I ken, ye needna break the news.It is that Mallse my man Is dead.thatLaurence wha ran frae the Abbey to

gang wi' him to the wars, is nae mair.
Aweel. they are worthily spent, since theydied for their chief! Ye say that ye were
sent to raise the clan.then wiiat "seek \e
at the Carlinwark? To Thrieve, man, "to1 brieve, as hard as ye can ride!"
"Mother," said Sholto, still more gently,"hearken but a moment. Thirty thousand

men are on their way to Edinburgh. Three
days and nights have 1 ridd< n without
sleep. Douglasdale is awake. The UpperWard is already at the gates of the city.1o a man. Galloway is on the march. The
border is all aflame. But it is all too late,1 have had news of the end. Before ever a
man could reach within miles, the fatal ax
had fallen, and my lords, for whom each
one of us would gladly have died with
smiles upon our faces, lay headless in the
courtyard of Edinburgh castle."
"And if the laddies were alive when ye

rode awa', wha brocht the news afore my
Sholto could ride.tell me that?"

"I came not directly to Galloway, mother.
First I raised the west from Strathaven to
Ayr. Then 1 carried the news to Dumfries
and the borderside. But today I have
seen the Lady Sybilla on her way to take
ship for France. From her I heard the
news that all I had done was too late."
"That toreigneerin' randy! Wad ye be¬

lieve the like o' her? Yon woman that
they named queen o* beauty at the tour-,
nay by the Fords o' Lachar.Certes, 1
wadna believe her on oath, no if she swore
on the blessed banes o' Sanct Andro him¬
sel'. To the castle, man, or I'll kilt my
coats and be there afore ye to shame ye!"
"1 go. mother." said Sholto, trying vain¬

ly to stem the torrent of denunciation
which poured upon him. "1 caine only
to s.*e that ail was well with you."
"And what for should a' be weel wi' me?

What can be ill wi' me if it be not to gang
on leevin' when the noblest young men
in the warld.the lads that was suckled
at my bosom.lies eauld in the clay. Awa'
wi' ye, Sholto MacKim, and come na back
till ye hae rowed every traitor in the same
bloody windln' sheet!"
The foster mother of the Douglases sank

on the ground in the dusk, leaning against
the wall of her house. She held her face
in her hands and sobbed aloud: "Oh, Willie,
Willie Douglas, mair than ony o' my ain I
loed ye. Bonnie were ye as a bairn. Bon¬
nie were ye as a laddie. Bonnie abune a'
as a noble young man and the desire o'
maidens e'en. But nane o' them a' loed
ye like poor auld Barbara, that wad hae
glen her life to pleasure ye. And noo she
eanna even steek thae black black e'en,
nor wind the corps-claith aboot your come¬
ly limbs.sae straight and bonny as they
were! I hae straikit and kissed sae oft and
oft. Oh, waes me.waes me! What will 1
do without my bonny laddies'"

It was with the sound of his mother's
lament still in his ears that Sholto rode
sadly away over the hill to Thrieve. The
way is short and easy, and it was not
long before the captain of the guard look¬
ed down upon the lights of the castle gleam¬
ing through the gathering gloom. But in¬
stead of being, as was its wont, lighted
from highest battlement to flanking tower,
only one or two lamps were to be seen shin¬
ing out of that vast cliff of masonry.
But, on the .other hand, lights were to

been seen wandering this way and that over
the long Isle of Thrieve, following the out¬
lines of the winding shores, shining from
the sterns of boats out on the pools of the
Dee water, weaving Intricately this way
and that among the broomy braes on
either side of the ford, and even streaming
out across the water meadows of Balma-
ghie.
Sholto was so full of his own sorrow and

the certain truth of the terrible news he
must bring to the lady of Douglas and
those two whom he loved, Maud Lindesay
and her fair maid, that he paid little heed
to these wandering lanterns and distant
flaring torches.
He was pausing at the bridge head to

wait the lowering of the draw chain, when
out of the covert above him there dashed a
desperate horseman, who stayed neither for
bridge nor ford, but dashed straight at the
eastern castle pool, where it was deepest.
To the stirrup clung another figure strange
and terrible, seen in the uncertain light
from the gate house, and the beams of the
rising moon.
The drawbridge clattered down, and, send¬

ing his spurs home into the flanks of his
tired steed, in a moment more Sholto was
hard upon the track of the first headlong
horseman. Scarce a length separated them
as they reached the outer guard of the
castle. Abreast they reined their horses in
the quadrangle, and in a moment Sholto
had recognized in the rider his brother Lau¬
rence. pale as death, and in the figure that
had clung to the stirrup as the horse took
the water his father, Mallse MacKim.
Thus in one moment came the three Mac-

Kims to the doorstep of Thrieve.
The clatter and cry of their arrival

brought a pour of torches from every side
of the isle and out from within the castle
keep.
"Have you found them.where are they?"

came from every side. But Laurence
seemed neither to hear nor see.
"Where Is my lady?" he cried. In a hoarse

man's voice, and again, "I must see my
lady!"
Sholto stood aside, for he knew well that

these two brought later news than he.
Presently he went over to his father, who
leaned, panting, upon a stone post, and
asked him what was the news. But Malise
thrust him aside, apparently without recog¬
nizing him.
"My lady," he gasped, "I would see my

lady!"
Then throug.i the torches clustered upon

the steps of the castle came the tall, erect
figure of the earl's mother, the Countess of
Douglas. She stood, with her bead erect,
looking down upon the MacKims and the
heaving shoulders of their horses. Above
and around the torches flared, and *heir
reek blew thwartwlse across the strange
scene.
"I am here." she said, speaking clearlyand naturally. "What would ye with the

lady of Douglas?"
Thrice Laurence essayed to speak, but

his tongue availed him not. He caught at

his horse's bridle to sten ly him. and turned
weakly to his father.
"L>o you speak to my lady.I cannot!" he

gasped.
A terrible figure was Malise MacKim. the

strong man of Galloway, as he came for-
ward. Stained with the black peat of the
morasses, his armor cast off that he might
run the easier, his under apparel torn r.l-
most from his great body, his hair matted
with the blo«><J which still oozed from an
unwashed wound above his brow.
"My lady." he said, hoarsely, his words

whistling in his throat, "1 have strange
things to tell. Can you bear to hear them?"
"If you have found my daughter dead r

dying, speak and fear not!"
"I have things more terrible than the

death of many daughters to tell vou!"
"Speak and fear not.an* it toueh the lives

of my sons, the mother of the Douglases
has learned the Douglas lesson."
"Then." said Malise. sinking his head

upon his breast. "God help you, lady.your
two sons are dead!"
"Is David dead, also?" said the lady of

Douglas.
"He is <*ead." replied Malise.
The lady tottered a little ns she stood on

the topmost step of the ascent to Thrieve.
One or two ol the torch bearers ran to sup¬
port her. But she commanded herself and
waved them aside.
"God.He is the God!" she said. "In one

day He hath made me a woman solitary
and without children. Sons and daug.iter
He has taken from me. Hut Ho shall not
break my heart. No. not even He. Stand
up. Malise MacKim. and tell me how these
things came to pass.
And there in the blown reek of torches

and the hnsh of the courtyard of Thrieve.
Malise told all the tale of the black dinner
and the fatal morning of tfco short shrift
and the matchless death, while around him
strong men sobbed and lifted up right hands
to swear the ve.ng< ance.
Hut alone and ereet as a banner staff

stood the mother of the dead. Her ey**s
were dry. her lips compressed, her nostrils
a little distended like those of a war horse
that sniffs the battle from afar. Outside
the wall the news spread swiftly, and some¬
where in the darkness a voice set up the
Celtic keen.
"Bid that woman hold her pence. I will

hear the news and then we will cry ihe
slogan. Say on. Malise!"
Then the smith told how his horse had

broken down time and arala! how h« ha i
pressed on running: and^restfng. strfpialmost naked that he might keep up with
his son. because that no ordinary charger
would carry h!s gn at weight.
Then when he had tinished the lady of

Thrieve turned to Sholto: "And you. cap¬
tain oT the guard, what have you done. and
wherefore left your master in his hour of
need?"
Then, succinctly and to the point. Sholto

spoke, his father and Laurence assent gand confirming as h.- told of Ihe «arl't
mission and of how he had accomplishedthose things that wen- laid upon him.
"It is well,** sai l the lady, calmly. "Now

I also will tell you something that you do
not know. My little daughter, whom ve
call the Fair Maid of Galloway, with her
companion, Mistress Maud I-iadesay, went
more than twelve hours agon*' to the holt
by the ford to gather hazel nuts, and '^o
eve of man or woman hath seen them
since."
And as she spoke there passed a quick,

strange pang through the heart of Sholto.
He remembered the warning of the I^idy
Sybilla. Had h< on< e more come too late?

(To be continued.)

ART AND ARTISTS.
ashington inay have to wait oven long¬

er for the Sheridan monument which is to
be erooted in the triangle in front of the
National Theater than Boston had to wait
for the Shaw memorial. If memory is not
at fault, it must In Iii iily ten years since
Mr. J. ij. A. Ward received the commission
for this monument, which is to be present¬
ed by the Army of the Cumberland, and
now the aniioum ement is made that he has
become dissatisfied with his present model,
and has pulled it to pieces. The reason as¬
signed for this acti< n is that the model was
too much like some other statues that have
been erected since the sculptor first con¬
ceived his plan.

*
* *

The portrait show held for charity, which
opens today at the Academy of Design in
New York, is the most important display
of this kind that lias been hold for some
years. The number of canvases was limit¬
ed to and the members of the jury can
hardly have had an enviable lot. as the
greatest pressure was brought to bear on
them through the patronesses and in other
ways for the admission of portraits whose
owners or painters wished to figure in the
exhibition. Many tine old masters are in¬
cluded in the display, and there is an even
larger showing of \\ork by contemporarypainters. Among the modem works ex¬
hibited are notable canvases b> Zorn, Bon-
nat, Duran, Madrazo, MoLure, Sargent,Beckwith, Chase, lsham. Dewing. Irving,It. Wiles and a host of others.

*
* *

The generally predicted lioom in the pic¬
ture market seems to be a little slow in
coming on the field, and it may be some
consolation to the local artists who have
been discouraged by the stale of affairs
here to learn lhat times have l>ecn l.ut lit¬
tle better In New York this fall. The pa¬
pers of that city say that with lamentablyfew exceptions the pictures sent to the re¬
cently ended exhibits of the Water Color
Club and the Academy of Design will be
returned to the artists' studios.

*
* #

A very happy faculty for producing a
likeness by grasping the salient points of
his sitter's physiognomy makes Mr. H. J.
Ellicott especially well qualified for por¬
trait work in sculpture. His skill in this
direction is exemplified by quite a group of
busts now in his studio, and of these two
are entirely finished, a portrait of Colonel
James G. Berret. former mayor of Wash¬
ington, and a bust of Thomas Clarke.
The portraits of Senator Mills and JudgeOtto have not as yet b en carried so fir.
but in each the likeness can be distinctly
seen in the first rough modeling of the
features.

*
* *

Mr. James F. Early, who now shares Mr.
Ellicott's studio, has little Important work
on hand at present, but is kept pretty
busy with ornamental work for archi¬
tectural decoration. He has Iteen doing
a good deal of this ornamental work for
the embellishment of the now monastery
building erected near Brookland. The
most Interesting things that he has exe¬
cuted lately are some well-modeled eagles
that he has made for the post office in
Brockton, Mass., and he has produced some
designs of a similar nature for a post office
building in Pennsylvania.

*
* *

In monotype Mr. W. H. Chandlee seems
to have struck a vein that he has been able
to follow up with the most decided suc¬
cess, and certainly nothing that he has
previously produced has ever met with
such warm approval from his brother
artists as have the monotypes that he has
recently made. It was only a short time
ago that he made his first print, but he
grasped the possibilities of this medium
at the outset, and every one of his land¬
scapes or otner subjects proclaims his en¬
tire sympathy with this form of artistic
expression. During a recent visit to New
York he placed with the Century Company
an article illustrated with some of his
monotypes. The series of illustrations
was designed primarily to show how this
art may be used In Its simplest phases as a
very pleasant form of amusement for boys
and girls, and then by gradual progression
to show what can be done in monotypes
of the highest class, those produced by a
trained artist. Mr. Chandlee's illustra¬
tions were much liked, and he has the
promise of other work from the same pub¬
lishers.

*
* *

Prof. Andrews has before him enough
work In portraiture to keep him quite busy
for some time to come. One series of por¬
traits alone will take him a vast amount
of time and labor. The Confederate Me¬
morial Association has commissioned him
to paint a set of portraits of the most dis¬
tinguished southern officers, and as the
canvases are to be 5 by 8 feet In sire, and
will probably be twenty In number, some
idea of the magnitude of the work can
easily be formed. The likeness of General
Lee, which he presented to the association
a short time ago, will serve as a nucleus

for this series, and Prr-f. Andrew* will
soon ha\e a portrait of Stoti.w.ili Jackson
well under way. Am >i.g tKe completed
oanxanw now In the artist's studio the por¬traits of Commodore Schley and EnsignRagiey art* es|>ccial'y deserving of men¬
tion. In solidity ami in the skillful ren¬
dering of the ooior ami texture of flesh
the- head of Commodore Schley is one of
the l»-st things Prof. An.ir. wa has done,
and it is an excellent likeness withal. The
portrait of Knsign Baaley is a t.ii» «t-

ter-length tigure. and ;he slars and strip. s
lia\e l>. > n Introduced lit tin* background to
add to the effectiveness of the w hole.

*

^Irs. Andrews has been doing some work
In her usual medium, water color, and her
most recent production is s repll. a of the
delightful little sketch which she exhibit¬
ed at the water color show under the till*
"In a Pink Bunbonnet." She has In the
studio Several w- U-executed water colors
which she ptfttttsl during the summer. of
these JI sketch showing a girl In a flaringsunbonnet claims attention on account of
the truth with which tho outdoor effect
has been studied, and a skw.h of some
buildings in sunlight merits commendation
for an equal fidelity and f,.r a skill ..f
handling which give the charm of style to
an otherwise cominonplaec subject.

*
.(* %

It Is such a rare thing to see a really
first-class Turner in this country that the
small water color now at Fischer's is de¬
serving of more than passing mention. If
the picture did not l>ear so unmistakably
tho stamp of the grrat English master s

handiwork, the Inscription in the corner
might add to Its value by c»rtlfying to its
genuineness. As It Is. the words "Entirely
good, J. Kuskin." seem almost superfluous.
The coloring is one of the (list things th >i
strikes the observer, and the dominant not.-
In the color schetn? is the beautiful de.-pblue of the water, a hue that Is repeatedwith slight but endless variations in the
shadows on the mountains and echo's! in
the sky. In some parts of the oomt>oeilion
the handling is bioad atid sw. -ping and in
other parts the efTect is produced by th-
most marvelous!)' delicate strokes of tie
brush. Any attempt to dee.tibe the m ae
subtle beauti a of the picture would I- fu¬
tile: converting poetry into prose Is bad
business at til.- best. It is a Work that
must be seen to be appreciated.

* *
Burnt wood decoration |s the s| laity

which ills* Josephine Glo'tzn.r lias l..-.n
fo.lowing up lot quite a while, and. with
the exception of a share of her time given
to teaching, sh- devotes herself exclusively
to the practici of this blanch of art. The
Madonna and Child now r.t Veerhoff's is a
good r. | resciitative essimple of her work
in this dire. lion, and shows her fondn- -s
for the use of very line lines. In the deli-
< icy of h »r work 1.-; Its principal ch.irm,and only those who have tried their hands
at this medium can realize the many ob¬
stacles which make fine work of this kind
so dilliculi to accomplish.

* *
At a meeting of tho Society of Washi-ig-

tou Artists, hel l on Tuesday evening, thi.-e
new members were elected.Miss Palsy
Brown, Mr. James K. Early and Mr. Glenn
Madison Brown. The difficulty that the so¬
ciety has previously experienced In getting
a quorum for the transaction of business is
now larg -ly obviated by the decision to
consider as non-resident all memliers -vho
absent themselves without previously no¬
tifying the s.-. rctary of their Int. iitio.i.
'Ih. proposi-d holiday exhibition, which Was
to have followed immediately after the wa¬
ter color display, v.as discussed at l.-sig'h,and the project was finally drop|..-d. ;,s -ti,i
numbers did not wish to go to even i
slight expense from which they could not
he certain of any return. The society Is
passing through a critical i*rlod just now.
and there is no getting around the fact. I'p
to the present time they have had the us.)
of tile gallery through the generosity of
the owner at a merely nominal rent, out
the first of the new year was the time set
for them to begin full payment. Even with
the financial aid derived from the dues of
the associate members, the meeting of tne
current expenses will be a grave problem.
A larger number of associate members
would probably tide them ov»*r the cris.s,
and it Is to l»e hoped that art lovers enough
will be found to materially increase the list.

*
* *

Kor some tim? there have been conflicting
reports in circulation with regard to Miss
Juliet Thompson's plans for the winter,
but it is now stated authoritatively that she
will not follow h.-r first plan of returning
immediately. Instead she will remain in
Paris during the winter and work with a
view to contributing to one of the sal ms
in the spring.

*
* ?

Cornelia Cassady Davis, a portrait and
genre painter, formerly of Cincinnati and
Chicago, has placed on exhibition at the
Mt. Vernon flats, corner of New York ave¬
nue and !Uh street, a collection of her
paintings. Including Pueblo Indian por¬
traits. Moqui snake ceremonies and a num¬
ber of landscapes, etc., which will Interest
lovers of art.

*
% 4c

Citizens generally are aware of the fact,
but there are many visitors and strangers
in the city who do not know that the Cor¬
coran Gallery of frt Is open free to the
pubiic every Sunday afternoon from half-
past 1 to half-past 4.

Hard on the Dentists.
Fmin the Cblcaa-i Pout.

"I»id you know," sail the tooth etirpemter,
looking up from his paper, "that the In¬
dians practiced dentistry in the earliest
times?"
"I didn't know It," replied the man who

had once sat In a dentist's chair, but I am
not at all surprised. The Indians have al¬
ways been a brutal and a cruel race."
Then he laughed gleefully, forgetful of

the fact tlmt there was still time for the
dentist to add $15 or JJO to his bill,

. _

No bird can fly backward without turn¬
ing. The dragon (ly, howevtr, call accom¬
plish this feat and outstrip any swi

The secret of courage and dash inm
or peace.is good blood; pure rich blood
full of oxygen and vitality. Dr. Pierce'#
Golden Medical Discovery insures per¬fect digestion and an active liver, and
thereby
IT f!AKE5 THE BLOOD

THAT flAKES HEROES.


